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Author's Notes: 

Pelle cut himself up pretty bad and Øystein and Metalion had to subdue him. They had to lock him to a post to 
make sure he would not hurt himself further. Metalion later wrote that that night, Øystein slept in the same 
room as Pelle to make sure he didn't hurt himself and help calm him down. 

The background is true information, while my interpretation will (probably) not be accurate for the sake of a 


cute story. This is just my take. :) 


Øystein and Metalion held Pelle down on the ground and he thrashed around helplessly. 


He cut himself up and blood was beginning to leave deep red streaks along his forearm and hands. 


The crimson color was a stark contrast to the beautiful and luscious green yard on which he was being forced 
down on. Rene from Cadaver got the idea to handcuff Pelle to the light post and keep him there until he 
managed to come down from his intoxication. Øystein had mentioned a couple times before that when Pelle does 
get drunk, he not only hurts himself, but sometimes others, unfortunately. Locking Pelle to the post was 


probably best for everyone in attendance. 


As the party dwindled down to a select few, Øystein had took Pelle to a local police station to get the handcuff 


cut open because no one had a key for them. 


When they returned, the group was in the basement listening to records. As ‘At War with Satan’ by Venom 


came on, Øystein dragged Pelle into a nearby bedroom. 


He wrapped Pelle's cut up arm with an old t-shirt he found on the floor, tightening it so it could heal. He then 
helped Pelle take off his bloody shirt and put on a new one. 


Pelle sighed heavily and let Bystein guide him to the bed on the floor. He flopped down ungracefully and 
groaned. He didn't want to sleep. 


He almost testified the fact to Bystein that sleeping wasn't an option, but Øystein laid down beside him before 
he could speak 


He watched halfway in amusement as Dystein pulled up the covers over their bodies and tossed until he got 


comfortable 

"What are you doing?" Pelle's gruff voice was sore and filled with tiredness, still, not wanting to sleep. 
"Making sure you're safe," Bystein answered bluntly 

Pelle didnt know what he meant by that but didn’t ask anymore questions. 


He allowed Dystein to lay somewhat close and when his hand found Pelle's hair, he didn't object to it being 
stroked gently. 


Øysteins stubby and calloused fingers gently tangled themselves in Pelle's somewhat unwashed, greasy hair. 


Øystein didn't mind. 

Øystein closed his eyes before asking Pelle the dreaded question. 

"Why do you do that?" 

"do what?" Pelle asked quietly, playing stupid could be his only defense. 


"You know what | mean," Øystein sighed, opening his eyes and still playing gently with Pelle's hair absentmindedly 
at this point. It was calming them both down. 


"1 don't know. It helps." 


Øystein laid his head on Pelle's pillow, getting closer and feeling the warmth from Pelle's body emanating from 
beside him. 


"| understand," Øystein rubbed Pelle's arm easily, running his hand over the wrapped arm. 


"| don't want to talk about it," Pelle sighed and rolled over, facing away from Øystein and shifting to get 


comfortable. 


Øystein nodded even though he knew Pelle couldn't see him and said softly, "H's okay, we don't have to talk. Get 


some sleep." 


Pelle finally let his eyes drop when Øystein rubbed his back. The guitarist shifted closer and arched himself 
into Pelle. On the verge of cuddling the suicidal vocalist at this point. 


Pelle's breathing was soft and slow and Øystein could feel like the singer was on the verge of tears. 
He snuggled his face in the blond hair in front of him and breathed in deep. 

"Hts okay, Pelle. m here. You're okay" 

Pelle sighed and nodded. He let Øystein wrap his arms around him and hold him tightly. 


Neither one of them were keen on physical connections with people, but somehow, both of their guards were 


down. 


Øystein just wanted to help. 
Pelle just wanted to be loved 


Before long, Bystein could hear Pelle's shallow breathing and a slight snore. He finally let himself drift off to 


sleep as well. 


